AT   HOME

December second, igig, g p.m.

JOYCE arrived home unexpectedly this morning. I was at
the hospital when she telephoned from the house. She was
sullen, sore, and uncommunicative. As soon as I could get
away I drove home and queried her.
The story was hard to extract. She has not yet confided
the full details, and may not do so. The most I can make
of this half-hysterical, disjointed, incoherent report is that
she slipped away from the school, just before dinner, the
day before yesterday, and went down town in a taxi.
At the Raleigh she met, by appointment, two local girls
who had been expelled from the school, last spring, for
insubordination. They were her guests at dinner, and after-
wards they went to a night club with three young men
friends of the Washington girls, and danced. She showed up
in Chevy Chase shortly after two, which she thinks is not
very late for a young woman of her age to be out, but the
management seems to have thought otherwise.
So they suspended her for the remainder of the year; and
here she is, at home, apparently much pleased over her
recollection of the things she said to the Principal before
she left. I surmise that these final impudences were of a
flavour to insure my daughter's future status in the esteem
of the institution. It is very unlikely that they will ever take
her back.
I tried to be patient and sympathetic as Joyce shrieked